FATHERS AND CHILDREN
* But who knows ? she '11 pull through soniehoWj
I daresay!' Piotr, however, was so overcome
that he wept on his shoulder, till Bazarov
damped him by asking if he *d a constant supply
laid on in his eyes; while Dunyasha was obliged
to run away into the wood to hide her emotion.
The originator of all this woe got into a light
cart, smoked a cigar, and when at the third mile,
at the bend in the road, the Kirsanovs' farm,
with its new house, could be seen in a long line,
he merely spat, and muttering, * Cursed snobs! *
wrapped himself closer in his cloak.
Pavel Petrovitch was soon better; but he had
to keep his bed about a week. He bore his
captivity, as he called it, pretty patiently, though
he took great pains over his toilette, and had
everything scented with eau-de-cologne. Nikolai
Petrovitch used to read him the journals ; Fen-
itchka waited on him as before, brought him
lemonade, soup, boiled eggs, and tea; but she
was overcome with secret dread whenever she
went into his room. Pavel Petrovitch's unex-
pected action had alarmed every one in the
house, and her more than any one ; Prokofitch
was the only person not agitated by it; he dis-
coursed upon how gentlemen in his day used to
fight, but only with real gentlemen; low curs
like that they used to order a horsewhipping in
the stable for their insolence.
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